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FOR MICHAEL PERKINS




INTRODUCTION
BY ROB STEPHENSON


“...Hogg is like that, another country. If you were to live there, just like it is, for real, you wouldn’t live long. And maybe that’s your choice. It’s also a great place to visit, a vacation. And then the odds for your survival improve. It’s been difficult for me to find such a vacation spot. I’ve never read anything that does it quite so well for me as Hogg does. Maybe because no one will print the manuscripts, and you don’t get to see them...”


—Dragon E, from a letter to Samuel Delany in 1992


“In a sense, pornography is the most political form of fiction, dealing with how we use and exploit each other, in the most urgent and ruthless way.”


—J. G. Ballard, from the introduction to
the 1974 French edition of Crash


“The distinctions between them, already vast in all their other manias and tastes, are even more excessive in the case of passions, and whoever could assess and give details of these perversions might well produce one of the finest imaginable works on human mores, and perhaps one of the most interesting.”


—D. A. F. Sade, from the introduction to
The One Hundred and Twenty Days of Sodom.


THOSE READERS WHO HAVE HEARD OF SAMUEL DELANY before picking up Hogg will almost certainly know him as a science fiction writer. Science fiction writers go to all kinds of extremes to invent other worlds that inevitably end up revealing things, hopefully profound, about our own world. Hogg is no exception, though it is not a science fiction novel. Hogg manages in just over two-hundred-fifty pages to sculpt a world that is not at all futuristic, but fantastically unfamiliar in the most disturbing ways.


Samuel Delany wrote Hogg in San Francisco in 1969 and finished it just days before the Stonewall riots in New York City. Over the next four years he rewrote it, while working on several science fiction novels, including the internationally acclaimed Dhalgren. It took over twenty years for Hogg finally to be published in 1995 as a limited hardback edition of five hundred copies by Black Ice Books/Fiction Collective 2. A small paperback edition followed.


Over the years many book publishers, some eager to publish a Delany novel, would still not accept Hogg for publication after reading it. Maurice Girodias of Olympia Press, famous for first publishing Nabokov’s Lolita and the novels of Sade, told Delany it was the only novel he “ever rejected solely because of its sexual content.”


According to Walter Kendrick in The Secret Museum: Pornography in Modern Culture, concurrently with the rise of the novel in England, there was a fear that young women, reading the new “sensation novels,” would not be able to distinguish reality from fiction, causing them to give in to vice. Similar views were propounded by writers such as Charles Dickens, Samuel Johnson, and Anthony Trollope. Kendrick suggests that these views eventually culminated in the obscenity trials of Émile Zola and Gustave Flaubert.


The idea of the corruptible child, a dangerous young person illuminated by knowledge he or she shouldn’t be able to access, grew to a frenetic pitch during the nineteenth century in America, where this dangerous child was imagined to be either female or male. Fanatics like Alan Comstock went around the country burning books and invoking the judgments of the Almighty.


The unnamed boy who narrates Hogg is deliberately fashioned as the opposite of the “corruptible child.” He is corruption itself. In contrast to all the rape that Hogg initiates towards women in this novel, he never has to force this boy to do anything. Anything Hogg wants him to do, he relishes. He wants to experience everything that comes his way. He craves all of the nastiness that Hogg dishes out. He doesn’t have to learn to be a slave. There is even a second boy in the novel who is drawn to Hogg in the same way the narrator is, but Hogg rejects him.


The fact that Hogg is hardcore pornography may make it difficult, at first, to see the beauty of Delany’s language, the poetry and elegance in his descriptions of bodies, objects, and places. The same magical style that sweeps us through much of Delany’s writing is there, sharp and peculiar, lovely and vivid, holding everything together in a river of bloody, filthy, and downright evil sex and murder, which is occasionally punctuated by some illuminating dialogue.


Nothing is gratuitous in this novel. The excess of radical sexuality and violence in Hogg is reminiscent of Sade’s novels, but without Sade’s humorous and continual obsession with repetition and counting. Sade’s characters are rarely more than two-dimensional cartoons, though at times he makes them utter remarkable philosophical musings. Delany’s monstrous characters (Hogg and his gang of rapists) become uncomfortably fleshed-out humans. They elicit our sympathy. By the book’s end, they seem far less distant than they do at the beginning.


Aware that I may begin to look like I’m writing the CliffsNotes for Hogg, I list below a few questions that might enhance a reading of this novel:


What is the most disturbing thing about this novel? In the world of this novel, what actions of the main characters can be seen as good or moral? How do the main characters change at the very end of the story? Is there any way in which this is a feminist novel? How is race important in this novel? Who loves in this novel? How does humor operate in Hogg? How is the media portrayed? What viewpoints on violence are expressed?


In closing, I implore you to bring to this book the rigor necessary to enjoy it. Dig deeply beneath its deceptive, gritty surface and find the riches waiting there in one of Samuel Delany’s most rare and difficult gifts.


— January 2004, Ridgewood, New York
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THIS STORY IS MOSTLY HOGG’S.


But first I have to tell you some about me.


That summer, by the blistered radiator behind the landing of the steps down to the basement, I used to suck off a sad looking thirteen-year-old spic named Pedro, who wore his dad’s baggy pants I don’t think he ever changed and a white short-sleeved shirt he put on Sunday mornings. Saturday nights it was gray. With shiny hair bumping the underside of the stairs and their drips of dirt, he would grind his sneakers on the rusty boards by the radiator’s metal feet and rub the heel of his hand on the hard place above his groin where his dad’s belt was tied. (The buckle had come loose.) His knuckles were red from gnawing. “You want it?” He’d glance around, scared. “Come on, take it now. Go on, take it.” His zipper was always half open.


Squatting, I’d nose between the brass teeth to smell his sweat. He would push penis, both testicles, and the two little fingers of his left hand into my mouth. Holding his thin hips, I troweled my tongue inside his foreskin till, leaning and grunting, he would spurt his greasy juice and, quickly limp, a tablespoon of urine.


Once he told me, when I stood up, “You look funny down there. You really look funny.”


Though I was eleven, I was half a head taller than him. People who didn’t talk to us always thought I was the older.


There were two mattresses in the cellar already.


I helped him carry the third one down. Then he got his fifteen-year-old sister, Maria, made her lie on her back, pulled her new skirt up, her stained panties down, and wedged his chin between her thighs, blinking his eyes over her cunt hair. “Look at her.” (There was powdery gray on his head: I’d already done him once that morning.) He lifted his face. “She giggle all the time like that. Anybody fuck on her and she giggle. You suck my dick while I eat it out her pussy, huh?” Later he made her take all her clothes off and crawled on top, while she clawed the back of his shirt, big thighs shaking outside the sweaty cloth of his pants, big tits flattened beneath the wadded Saturday gray.


“Tickle my nuts!”


I put my hand between them where they rocked. His penis was very hot and slipped against the side of my palm. I tried to get some fingers into her. Then I tried to put my face down there and lick at her, but I couldn’t.


He shot.


“Hey...” He panted, rolling off. “You didn’t tickle my nuts.” But he was grinning. His belt was still tied but the top button on his pants had come loose. His crotch hair was wet and his cock—a wrinkled nozzle with a vein up the side—shone. “You wanna fuck on her now?”


Maria had her forearm over her mouth. She watched me across it, blinking. She was making hiccuppy sounds.


“Come on, come on.” Pedro hit her thigh with the back of his hand. “Open it, huh?”


She opened her legs for my face. Rough hair cut my mouth, till I got to the cunt, spreading around my chin. I sank in the double taste. My tongue went up against a fold in the roof where a nut, hooded in wet flesh, made her thighs clap my ears. I jabbed deeper, holding her buttocks while a mattress button on a loose thread dug the back of my hand.


She dribbled down one side of my chin.


“Fuck on her!” Pedro insisted. “Don’t you know how to fuck?”


He leaned on my back with one hand, while his other reached between my legs, caught my fly. “Buttons...!” he said, before he found there were only two left. “Shit, man!” He put his hand inside and pulled my cock out. Stiff, it hurt on the edge of the denim. I almost came. “Oh, Christ,” Pedro said. “You better put that thing up her pussy, cocksucker!”


I crawled up Maria and ground my wet face in her neck. She Shisssed beside me.


For a while I tried just to poke it in while I held onto her shoulders. But somebody has to use hands. I got the head in—and pushed. She just stopped breathing, then went, “Uhhhh....” With one hand I held her shoulder and rubbed the side of her squashed tit with the other. Every third or fourth push, she’d shake her head and gasp. Her legs flapped against my sides. She lifted her feet off the mattress; and when I’d relax after a hunch in her, her ankles hit my hips.


Once I felt Pedro’s fingers, like curious mice, play in the plunging juncture. But he took them away.


When I was coming, the place right above my knees got hot. The heat went on up my legs. The skin between my balls and my ass tightened. I wanted Pedro to tickle my nuts now, but he didn’t. So I thought about his scum in there, around my dick. The slow explosion in the groin pushed all the air out of my lungs.


“Shit...” Pedro drawled. He reached between us again. I was so sensitive it hurt. So I rolled off.


Maria tried to grab me. As I got free, she said something in Spanish. Pedro hit her—he hit for her chin, but she twisted away and he just got her shoulder. He laughed. “Big, dumb cocksucker,” he said. Maria sat up and pulled her skirt into her lap over her pussy. First I thought she wanted to cover herself, but she kept her fist there, as though it felt good. Or maybe it didn’t.


She looked at my cock and sucked in her bottom lip.


She ran one hand to her knee, like she might reach and pick it up. Most of her nails were flecked with pearl-colored polish.


“What you doing?” Pedro asked.


“It don’t look like yours,” she said.


“A lot of guys, Polacks and Jews and stuff, they cut off the front part. He’s circumcised, is what they call it,” Pedro explained. “It’s still pretty fucking big, ain’t it.”


“Not that.” Maria arched her fingers on her knee, like a kitten on new jeans.


“He’s like a fucking mule,” Pedro said.


“The hair,” Maria said. “Yours is black and his is yellow. On your head, I mean, yours is curly like a nigger almost, and his is all soft. But down there—”


“What?” Pedro said.


“His and yours, it’s tight and rough on you both.”


“So’s yours,” Pedro said. “I ain’t no fucking nigger.” He pulled up his cuff to scratch the place behind his ankle. He didn’t wear socks with his sneakers. His heel was like a pole of dirt. He stopped and frowned. “Would you fuck with a nigger?”


But Maria had picked up her skirt and was shaking it out in her lap.


The next day Pedro met me in the street. “Hey,” he said, “you suck it good, you know? And Maria, she like it a lot, a big one you know, shove in her pussy? These guys around here, I bet they gimme a quarter for a piece of pussy. And we got too many, see, you suck, hey? You could sleep downstairs there anyway, instead of up on the roof. You could look out for the place when I ain’t there. We could do a lot of business off that dumb cunt, huh?”


Later I was coming out the hall and saw Pedro and Maria sitting on the front steps, their backs to me. His shoulders were moving a lot as he talked. Though I couldn’t see her face, I could tell she was chewing on the middle fingernail she let herself bite.


Pedro was saying: “...got three mattresses down there already. The little bastard’ll do anything I tell it to him. We could do a lot of business off that dumb cocksucker, huh?”


I turned around and went back downstairs.


We did a lot of business, too.


Pedro hit on the older guys in the neighborhood. Somebody turned one of the bikers from Ellenville onto him—the first time the Phantoms came over I wasn’t there—and they’d bring beer and just haul Maria’s ass all over the cellar floor, one after the other, while the rest stood around and drank and joked, or watched and played with themselves, till one would call: “Come on over here, cocksucker, and swing on this awhile for me, before I mess myself up!”


There were three of them got so they’d come in and not pay Maria any mind but go right in on me. One was the vice president or something big in the gang. The others were just strange. They were all pretty rough. But Rat, one of the real strange ones, would slip me a dollar sometimes, besides paying Pedro his quarter. So I liked them.


Pedro and Maria’s father, Mr. Alvarez, was the super for the building across the street. (The super for the one I stayed in had died from hepatitis three months before—I don’t think the landlord even knew because there wasn’t any new one yet—and he’d let me sleep in the tool shack on the roof; I used to come down and eat canned chili in his apartment. But after they found his body, they put a padlock on his door so I couldn’t get in.) Once Mr. Alvarez stopped me in the hall, his black eyes narrowing, kneading his hands inside his overalls pockets.


“That little motherfucker,” he said. “That little no good bastard son of a bitch, he got you and his sister making a whore-house in here, huh?” Mr. Alvarez nodded toward the cellar steps. “Shit, everybody in the goddamn city go down there and fuck with my daughter. Shit. How you like that shit? I mean, just how you like that goddamn shit? Motherfucker!”


I thought he was going to do something or say something else. But he just shook his head, scratched, and wandered away.


On the first really hot day—it had rained that morning—Pedro brought some niggers over who usually hung out around Crawhole. They came in, big, loud, and barefoot. And they had some wine.


“You only got one pussy down here, boy?”


“But don’t it look like a sweet one!”


“Here’s my quarter. Lemme rip into a piece of that!”


“Look out, little girl! Look out, look out!”


Maria was giggling.


“This old blacksnake of mine got a bite, honey!”


Finally, one pushed himself away from the circle of backs. His sleeves were rolled up tight. He was bullet-headed, his arms glistened in the heat, and he was so black there wasn’t no brown on him, He picked up one of the gallon winejugs off the bottom step, wrapped his big mouth over the neck, swung it high, and sucked, while the plum-colored stuff bubbled in the greenish glass. He let the jug drop, and while it was swinging from his thumb, he saw me.


He grinned, put down the jug, and came over. “What you starin’ at, white boy?” He ran his callused hand through my hair. “You a cute little yellow-headed bastard. You see the way that little bitch over there goes after black meat? I could sure enjoy somebody goin’ after mine like that.” He squeezed the back of my neck and grinned even broader. There was a scar at the corner of his mouth that went a quarter-inch up and half an inch down. It gave the left side of his expression a crazy look. He shook me a little, so that I had to grab his hip with one hand. He had on a pair of workman’s blues, torn at one knee. The cuffs and the edges of the pockets were frayed. I say they’d been blue once; but there wasn’t much color at all in them now. “Gonna feel real good working it down in your face, cocksucker. Go on, take it out.”


Over the edge of the steps a piece of sunlight dropped across his foot. He pulled in his toes on the cracked concrete. The troughs between the ligaments were almost purple. He spread his toes wide.


I heard his fly sing.


“Go on, boy.”


I put my hand inside. His groin was sweaty. He moved one leg aside so I could get it. His legs were awfully hard.


He pushed down on my shoulder.


Half stiff, it was longer than a flashlight. The foreskin made a loose hood over the plum-sized head. He got his balls out. They were wrinkled and heavy, the skin pulled into a gray-black ridge, like his sack had been sewed up along it.


He smelled like something burning in front of a vegetable stand on a hot day.


“Suck it.”


I took it in my mouth. When it went all the way in—“Yeah...!”—he gasped. I hugged his legs. He put a hand on each side of my head and began to swing his hips. After a while I got dizzy: I was kneeling flat on the ground, and he put his bare foot on my thigh, working his toes, each time he went in. “Suck on my balls!” which was like licking black rock-salt, with his cock flapping by my ear. I looked up once, when it raised, to see his fist fall at me, beating the black shaft. “Eat it, white boy!” He pushed his balls all the way in my mouth with his thumb and jerked harder. I held his ankle with one hand and his belt with the other. “Here it...!”


I kneeled up. He crouched down and jammed my throat full, clutching my sides with his knees, my head with his hands. Three thrusts and he swelled and spilled. I drank and sucked deep as I could.


He panted, thrusting out gout and gout.


He breathed hard and held my face against him awhile. When I finally came off him, he caught his breath. “Yeah, boy!”


I stood up.


He grinned at me, put his hand on the back of my neck again. “Where you learn that?” With his other hand, he brushed his knuckles across my cheek. “You really look good down there, white boy.”


I took his cock in my hand.


It was still half hard. He laughed. “This nigger’s ol’ pig-sticker ain’t never less than a quarter stiff.” He pulled me down to sit with him on the bottom step. He closed his hand around mine around his dick. He moved his face up right in front of mine so that I could smell the wine; I kept glancing at the crazy scar that made its valley down beside his black lip. His hand behind my neck kept my face right against his. The other dug between my legs.


From behind us:


“Man, let me get at the bitch now!”


“Aw, come on. Shit, man, you already been there!”


Maria’s high, hiccupping giggle rode on a wallow of bass laughter, till a husky hysteria cut through it all:


“I’m gonna fuck ’er! I’m gonna fuck ’er, man! I’m gonna fuck ’er now!”


The nigger opened his mouth over mine and dug in my throat with his tongue, breathing through his nose. I could feel the stubble on his chin and cheek against mine.


He got my fly open and his hand inside. He was fingering around for my asshole, and every once in a while he’d come up and twist on my cock. I held onto his shoulders, because he was almost pushing me off the edge of the step, under the banister.


Thinking I was going to fall, I came.


He took his tongue out my mouth, brought his hand up between us. His nails were dirty and his knuckles were black like the ground in the woods when it hasn’t rained in a long time and it’s begun to crack. His fingers were strung with mucus. After looking at it a moment, he said: “Get it, boy. It’s yours.”


I held his wrist and licked his thumb and the back of his hand.


But it was already cold.


“With that dick on you and the way that yellow hair of yours is all curly, you could have some nigger in you—one of them quadroon, octroon kids. Yeah, I can see it in your nose, there. And your mouth, a little.” (A lot of niggers, their palms and their soles are lighter than the rest of them. But not his. I licked the insides of his fingers.) “You gonna remember Nigg for a long time, ain’t you, cocksucker? Tell you what. Ah’m gonna stick my black dick up your ass an’ we gonna tongue some more. Then I’m gonna make you suck the shit off it. An’ I’m gonna bust my nut again....” His scummy hand kept working down between my legs. My top button pulled loose from the worn hole. (I wanted to chew the bottom of his foot.) He began to push my pants down. “Shit, come on and sit on this nigger dick...white boy!”


Drunk and out all night, the bikers woke us up about four in the morning. One was already on his knees at the mattress, trying to eat out Maria’s pussy—while she kept trying to sit up and fold her skirt—it was torn now—saying, “Just a minute.... Come on; just a minute, huh?” till one guy, with his cock out, came around to squat in front of her head.


A third—Rat—leaned, one arm up on the wall and one arm down on his stomach, puking. It came out mostly wine and pizza; you could tell, where it splattered the brick or splashed the floor.


Pedro sat on the bottom step, pushing quarters with his thumb off one palm to clink them into the other.


Where I lay, watching, Hawk nudged my shoulder with his boot.


Rolling on my back, eyes still sticky with sleep, I looked up.


Two thick fingers were inside Hawk’s fly, with two others and his thumb outside, all working. In his other hand, tilted to his mouth, was a can of beer. His wet neck pulsed. The black hair was flattened down his sweaty chest. He was twenty-five or so. A big crease swallowed his navel, like a hairy grin, the corners hidden behind his denim vest. He flung the beer can against the wall and dropped his thick arm. The threads where the sleeves had been ripped off were a gray fringe on the blue-black cloth up near the top of his shoulder; further down, they darkened into a moon of sweat that had set on each flank. A blurry dragon above his wrist and a jailhouse swastika on his biceps, hand and forearm were cabled in veins. He grinned at me through black stubble. Red ringed his eyes, and the place his wet lashes set looked inflamed. “Hope you were dreamin’ ’bout some big dick in your face, boy.”


I sat up.


Rat finished being sick and came over, wiping stuff off his chin with two fingers. Scrawny, redheaded, he scratched the nest of acne on his chest with black-rimmed nails. “Will you look at that sleepy fucker, there!”


Big Chico laughed. The knife sheath strapped to his boot was worn off where the tip scraped the floor. His gold earring flashed.


Hawk kneaded himself. The denim had faded where his meat filled his jeans crotch. “He was just lying there, playin’ with himself in his sleep,” while two more ’cycles roared up outside. Ape Townley, who was the president, followed by his kid brother, called the Monk, swaggered down the cellar steps, howling. But they were interested in Maria.


And Hawk was vice president, anyway.


Someone gave Pedro a can of beer. He took a long swallow, then, wiping his mouth on his wrist, looked at his sister and the guy who was working on her.


“Hey, man!” the Monk said. “Here you go! Here’s my quarter! Right here, go on, take it!”


Rat squatted beside me. “What was you dreaming about, cocksucker?”


“Some dick bigger’n yours, I bet.” Hawk laughed, swaying from one scuffed boot to the other. The outside of the heels were worn to the soles.


“Not bigger’n mine,” Big Chico said. “Least ways not thicker,” which was true.


Rat got his fly down and pulled out his dick, rubbing it first overhand then underhand.


Pedro called over: “Some big nigger was in here this afternoon humping it in his face.”


Rat grinned at that and rubbed harder. The head of his cock was the color a bruise would have been on his pale skin. He always made me think of a bar of dirty soap. He liked to watch and hear bad talk, mostly. “Must of had a dick-and-a-half, huh?”


“I ain’t never seen this boy get enough dick,” Hawk drawled. Though he lived in Ellenville now, he was from someplace in the South. “Hey, Chico, take mine out and feed this cocksucker.” He unbuttoned three more buttons, just by flexing his knuckles. Then he held his hands aside while Chico reached in.


Hawk had hair growing halfway down it.


“Ain’t thick as mine.” Chico hefted it. “But goddamn...!” He pushed my head toward it. “Sucker looks hungry, don’t he?”


Hawk brought his hands together, as I took it in my mouth. He slid both thumbs in beside his cock and began to chuckle with a sound that never really got above his gut. My tongue worked on nail and knuckle and hairy crank, all tasting like machine oil.


Chico was working his own fat penis now.


Still squatting, Rat reached between my legs and felt me, then went back to jerking himself, his face just about wedged between me and Hawk so he could get a good look. “Spit just a-drippin’ down his chin!” He held himself up with one hand on my shoulder while he leaned forward. I could feel him shaking as he jerked.


The Monk had come up to stand behind Hawk, watching.


“Hey, come over here,” Ape called. “You about to miss your turn, Monk, less you goin’ in for boy-pussy tonight!”


The Monk grinned, shook his head, and walked back to where Maria was taking them on.


“Hey, cocksucker,” Chico said. “Hawk wants you to go around the world on his nuts. He been talkin’ about it all the way over here.”


Hawk was really leaning into my face, when somebody barked:


“Hey—!”


Hawk lost his stroke (but not his hard).


Without letting his dick go, I looked to the side.


Mr. Alvarez stopped on the steps. He was swaying, drunk as anybody there. Suddenly he laughed. “You motherfuckers really doin’ it to that bitch’s pussy, huh?” He squinted at the two guys on Maria. Three more stood around the mattress.


“Hey, Popa—!” Pedro squealed, as Mr. Alvarez’s hand went back.


I thought he was going to knock Pedro across the floor into the boiler. So did Pedro. But Mr. Alvarez staggered; his hand swung sideways, up, down. He must have thought that was funny too, because he laughed. “You got my little girl all ready for her daddy, hey, boy?” His hand moved around, hit Pedro’s cheek; he patted it clumsily and came down another step.


With one hand he pulled at the gray cloth between his legs.


The bikers were looking at each other, confused, but not wanting to admit it. Ape, leaning against the wall with his palm flat, moved away, then leaned back, this time on his fist. His rings clicked brick.


Maria must have opened her eyes then—she jerked up on her elbows. The guy on her lifted his blond head from between her legs, grinning and glistening, eyes to chin.


Mr. Alvarez’s fly rasped.


“Two more minutes and I’ll be finished with her, Pops. Then she’s all yours.” The blond guy started to go down on her again, but Mr. Alvarez caught him by his hair and yanked his face up. “How you like my little girl’s pussy, ’ey?” Mr. Alvarez bent real close. “How you like it?”


“Hey, watch it, Pops—!”


One biker started forward.


Another made a gesture with his chin that stopped him.


Mr. Alvarez turned him loose, staggered a step away. It took him about ten seconds to get his cock out of his pants; he grinned at it.


Rat was still beating on his dick and staring. “Is that really her old man, I mean her daddy?”


“Yeah!” Chico had his, sort of hidden, in both tattooed hands.


“Oh, shit—!” Above me, Hawk was grinning. He pulled out my mouth and turned to watch.


Mr. Alvarez stepped over Maria, one shoe on the mattress, one on the floor. “What you think of this, hey?” He hit his up-curved cock with the side of his hand. It swung side-to-side. “You gonna take this? You gonna take it?”


He squatted down.


“Goddamn, Pops—!” That was the blond guy. Mr. Alvarez had almost sat on his head.


The blond kneeled back on the floor, scowling and rubbing his naked chest inside his leather vest.


Mr. Alvarez was fumbling it in and trying to kiss her. His shoe kept scraping on the cement by the mattress. Maria’s hands kept moving on, under, and around her father’s shoulders, but you couldn’t really tell if she was trying to push him off, but was scared to; or hold him on, but was scared of that too. Then, escaping between their butting faces, I heard her high, hiccuppy giggle, a moment later stifled by his tongue. Her bent knees sagged and recovered at his sides as he began to hunch and grunt.


“—shit...!” from Rat.


I got down on the floor and caught the bruised head of his cock in my mouth and five fists in the face, before Rat realized I was trying to suck him. When I took it all the way to the red crotch hairs sticking through the zipper, he nearly lost his balance.


“Oh, shit...!” he whispered, squatting, his knuckles on the floor. “Look at daddy fuck on his little spic bitch!” Seven more thrusts spilled Rat’s load.


I kept sucking; but he didn’t mind.


Big Chico grunted behind me. I felt something pull the seat of my pants; and rip. I looked back. Grinning, Chico pushed his knife into his boot sheath. I could feel cold air on my buttocks; then, Chico’s hands.


Later, I came off Hawk (who always needed it three or four times) to see Mr. Alvarez beside us, his balls hanging from his fly. His pants were wet down one inside leg.


“Hey.” Hawk reached down drunkenly and shook my shoulder. “Go on and blow him, cocksucker.” (Rat had gone off to squat by the guys back on Maria, now that Mr. Alvarez had finished.) “Let’s see you suck on Pops awhile.”


I put my hands on Mr. Alvarez’s hips and ran my nose against his balls. I could smell Maria’s pussy. Mr. Alvarez fumbled his cock into my mouth. He swayed unsteadily, but when I pulled back and pushed forward, he got hard right away.


“Goddamn—!” Ape came up between Hawk and Mr. Alvarez. “Well I’ll be goddamned!” He grinned around a mouth full of small, stained teeth. He was very tall—about two and a half heads taller than Mr. Alvarez. Ape’s nose had been messed up recently in a ’cycle accident: a scab still ran off it onto his cheek, with two parallel lines of stitch marks. “What you guys into with this shit over here in the corner, huh?” He was unsteady as Mr. Alvarez and kept rubbing his chin with the back of his hand, in a double punching motion. His hair was the color of wet sand. His beard stubble was red. “You guys are too fuckin’ much, you know?” Ape laughed; his laugh started as high as Maria’s, then trundled down to shake behind his flat, bald belly. “Oh, man—” He sucked his teeth. “I’m just about drunk enough to try some of this shit myself....” He put both hands between his legs, bent his knees, howled out, “Whooo-peeeee!” and staggered against Mr. Alvarez, who didn’t really notice. “Oh, hey: sorry, Pops! Hey, I’m really sorry....” Ape patted Mr. Alvarez’s arm—Ape wore a lot of rings—then looked down where I was still working out. “Oh, shit... Hey, Monk?” Over his shoulder, Ape bawled back: “Hey, Monk! You gotta get over here and watch this—I think I’m gonna fuck this cocksucker!” He slid his hands back down to his crotch.


Only two of the big rings were gold. He wore three and four smaller ones on some fingers; two thick ones with turquoise; and some, plain silver. Most were just twists of iron, though. He had one big one with a chunk of what looked like red marble in it the size of a quarter, on his thumb. His hands were grit-gray. His knuckles were like walnuts grooved with grime. His nails were ringed with it—the one on his forefinger, smashed in the accident, was half black. “Monk...! Monk? There you go...look. You gotta watch this, man. I’m gonna show these motherfuckers how it’s done!” He worked his hands between his legs. His fly was still open from when he’d been with Maria. I could see part of his cock inside and the hair around it, like a frayed length of dock rope, with the two, big crusted warts back near the base. (I’d seen them before, once, when Maria blew him; the biggest in the Phantoms—well, Chico’s was thicker—maybe it had something to do with why he was president.) Ape leaned over again to look. “Pops is just about to do it, huh?”


“Yeah....” Hawk prodded a knuckle at where Mr. Alvarez’s wet brown shaft slid in my mouth. Mr. Alvarez held my head, swaying in, and in, and in. With a hoarse, soft growl, he pumped his scum in four spurts, then (and by this I knew he was father of his son) filled my mouth with whiskey pee.


“Okay, motherfucker!” Ape got his belt open.


Mr. Alvarez pulled out, panting. Warm pee ran down my chin.


“Okay—” Ape’s ringed hand hung, hooked by his thumb, from the fork of his fly. “Get it, cocksucker!”


“You wanna come with us?” Pedro asked. “We gonna take a walk.”


“Fuck you,” Maria said and turned over on the mattress ticking. “You better gimme some money.” She lay with her back to us. “You don’t gimme some money, I’m gonna beat the piss outta you.”


“You go ask Daddy for some money,” Pedro said. “He give it to you, you want some money now.”


“You don’t gimme no money,” Maria said, “you gonna be sorry.” She raised her arm up under her head, facing the wall; her hand came out from under her dark hair. “Last night—Daddy say he gonna beat you this mornin’, for doin’ all this shit.” Her nails were like pearl-flecked beetles—the middle one much smaller than the others—in a row on her brown fist.


“Fuck him” Pedro said. “He ain’t gonna beat me. He too fuckin’ drunk. He ain’t even gonna remember.”


“Gimme some money.”


“Ask Daddy,” Pedro said, and to me: “Come on.”


I followed him up the steps.


The sky was just going blue.


We walked over to where the river comes up from Frontwater.


By the time we got there, the sun was still close enough to the horizon to drip gold on the sound.


Leaves and wet paper were all over the path. It was still warm. The river lapped below the rail.


“How you like that shit, hey?” Pedro grinned and dug deep in his pants pockets. “Somethin’, huh?” He squinted across the river.


Down where it widened into the bay, two tugs, either side of an old Crawhole garbage scow, thrummed on wrinkled red water.


“My daddy say he gonna come down there and mess it up for us all the time. But before, shit, he always get too drunk and go after Maria upstairs in the house. Then he don’t want no more.... She don’t like him none. She ain’t gonna ask him for no money.” Pedro thrust his tongue tip between his lips. “But she like the way he fuck her pussy, man! He go at her like a fuckin’ dog, don’t he?” Without taking his fists from his pockets, he leaned his stomach against the rail. Long shreds of morning pulled from the bruised sky. A breeze whipped the dirt-gray collar back from his shoulder. “A fuckin’ dog...” Grinning, he still looked sad.


It was Saturday—no, Sunday morning.


I started walking up the path.


“Hey, cocksucker,” Pedro called, “where you goin’...?”


I put my hands in my pockets and kept walking.


“Shit...” Pedro said. Then, with the next thing he said I could hear him grinning again behind me: “Okay, cocksucker, I see you around—hey? So long.”


 


 


 


 


 


 


SHE RAN DOWN THE ALLEY, SCREAMING.


He ran after her, caught her arm, spun her around.


Her scream bit off. She backed into the wall, her mouth open and her henna hair coming forward. “Come on, mister...!” She was trying to smile, to reason; it came out pleading. “Come on, now. You don’t have to hurt me none. I’ll give it to you! I swear, I’ll give it to you! Any way you want it, honey. You don’t have to fight me for it!” Her eyes darted around the alley. There wasn’t any way out except the way they’d come in. “Don’t hurt me, sweetheart. Don’t... We can have ourselves a good time!”


He took a loud breath, raised his other hand, and punched her in the stomach.


She slammed back onto brick. Her head rocked forward.


Grunting, he hit her in the face, hard, with the back of his hand.


All over her head, hair shook. It was black at the roots.


“Oh, come—” She gagged, held her forearms across her belly, sliding them up. “Come on, I got two kids. I got to go to work! You mess me up for a couple of days where I have to lay up and I’m gonna lose my—”


I didn’t see where he hit her this time because he was right on top of her; but she jerked over to the side.


“Oh, come on, I told you I’ll—”


I guess she meant it.


With one hand up under her skirt, he yanked three times, and the panties came, torn and pink, from under the dingy print. He threw them down, hard, while she tried to twist from the wall. With both hands he slammed her back. She knocked into a garbage can. It crashed over, spilling stuff. One of her heels was broken and so was the plastic strap. She had on grayish stockings that just made her legs look dirty—except for an oval tear, from her ankle halfway up her calf, where her skin was white and puffy, like a real redhead’s.


He hit her again, and she sagged forward, holding her jaw. He got his hand inside his green canvas pants.


I heard her skirt rip.


When he got it in her—she was backed up against the brick, now—she screamed again. His construction shoes rasped the pavement, the muddy heels lifting. One of her arms hung over his shoulder, down the back of his green workshirt. The scream constricted in a gasp. When he hunched into her, she made a fist that quivered. But she wasn’t fighting anymore. He almost hid her on the wall.


When he finally backed away, breathing hard, she just went down, on her knees, gulping, and into a heap, making a funny crying thing with no sound. He turned half around, wiping his mouth with his wrist. The late sun caught on gold stubble all over his jaw. And he frowned.


I was going to duck back down behind the boxes—


“Hey...what the fuck you starin’ at?” His cock, hanging wet from his fly, was wormy with veins. So were his big, big hands. His broad nails were bitten so far up they were three times side-to-side as from thickened, dirt-lined cuticle to bulging, greaserimmed nub—which, on his thumb at least, went on another horny half inch. His fingers were immense and chiseled, the upper joints clouded in yellow. He was a big man, with the start of a gut. Yellow hair tufted between the missing buttons at the bottom of his shirt, and all up around a neck thick as a scrub pail. Watching him, I got the thought that maybe a month ago he’d been on his back under a car and hadn’t bothered to wash since. His hands and forearms, under the gold fur that burned in the four o’clock sun striking up the alley, were grease-gray. His face was like sunburned brick, smeared and streaked over.


He slid one callused thumb into a frayed pocket, letting his loose, soiled fingers hang. “You lookin’ awful funny, cocksucker.” He stepped over the woman’s feet, then laughed, short and rough, like a dog barking. “Okay, boy. You wanna come over here and get it? Or maybe I’m gonna come over there and fuck your head off...?”


I went.


I was about to squat when he grabbed my hair and wrestled me, on my knees, around into the wall. He pushed the head of his half-hard cock into my mouth. I could smell pussy all over it. His own stink came through pretty strong, too. His long foreskin bunched back on his greasy meat. I got one arm around his legs and was holding onto his wrist. He kept pushing till he found I wasn’t fighting, I guess. Then he began to lean in with his hips. He almost broke my neck. My hand, around his wrist, slipped down to his forefinger. He reached into his fly with his free hand and got out his balls. With his cock plunging in my mouth, they swung like peaches inches below my chin.


I heard him grunt. He smelled like a stopped toilet-stall, where somebody had left six months of dirty socks, in the back of a butcher shop with the refrigeration on the blink, on fire. The tube under his dick filled, retreated, filled again; and spilled enough spunk for three guys. “Pissin’ in you now, boy....” Not like Pedro’s or his pop’s shotglass leakage. I swallowed five times (he was still pumping into my face), and I couldn’t hold no more. Piss spurted all over his fly—I could see pee between the zipper teeth. Piss ran down my chin. He got my head—like I saw this really big-handed nigger hold a basketball, once, and turn it upside down without dropping it—and with his other hand wiped hard around my chin and face, smearing piss. He rubbed his balls with wet fingers, pulled at them, while I leaked piss out my lower lip. “Yeah... I’m gonna drown you, cocksucker!”


And pulled out, fast. He caught his dick and peed in my eyes, first this one, then that one—which he thought was really funny, the way he laughed. And all over my shirt—aimed at the lap of my jeans. His pants were wet down the legs in dark tongues. “You gonna smell sweet, cocksucker!” He leaned back on my face, without even putting it in, just rubbing it around, till I finally caught the spluttering head, sucked it in, and finished drinking.


He still had his hand down fingering his cock. After I’d been nuzzling it and licking his fingers for a half a minute, he said: “Come on.”


I looked up.


“Get up.”


I stood.


He pushed his works back into his wet pants. But he didn’t zip.


The woman had crawled about a yard away. Her face lay on the sidewalk, but her eyes were open. When he turned, she closed them and buried her head in her arm. “I... I can’t walk,” she said, muffled on concrete. “You tore something. I can’t walk....” Her forearm was scraped bloody, and her bruised cheek was getting dark. “Oh, Jesus...! I can’t walk!” Her hair (among the black roots I could see gray) fell over her ear onto the pavement.


From his cuff, drops spotted the dried mud on his shoe. He laughed—and kicked her stomach, hard. Her crying just got higher and higher, without breaking. Her fist dragged into her belly and she rolled on top of it, making that sound.


Beside the garbage, in the pink wad of her panties, was something dark, like blood. Or maybe shit.


He relaxed his hands, grinning. His teeth were big and yellow, except up near the gum where they were green. Some teeth on the side were broken. Greasy hair fell down his forehead. He brushed it back—yellow blades of it fell again—and said: “Hey!”


That was to me.


“Come on, I said.” He pushed my shoulder and started me along with him toward the alley head. “Down here....” He got in front of me, reached a gray-splattered truck cab parked there, bobtail, opened the passenger door and hoisted himself up. He turned around on the seat, looked down at me, holding the door back with his huge, nailgnawed paw. “Open your mouth.” His other hand came down, grabbed my shoulder.


I opened it.


“Keep it wide. Look up here.”


I looked.


With a snuffling roar, his head went back, his lips puckered; his face came forward, and hawked out—


Some of it hit my lip. Some of it went in.


Surprised, I swallowed and pulled back.


He laughed. “No you don’t!” Thumb and forefinger on the back and front of my shoulder went into my t-shirt like crate-tongs. “Climb up here, boy. I think I’m gonna keep you around awhile.” He narrowed his eyes. They were close and green.


I swallowed again and climbed. There’d been some thick stuff in with it.


He slid over, got under the wheel (it had some worn carpet taped to it, top and bottom), reached across me and closed the door—he had to slam it twice. “The bitch back there was work—” he turned the key with the hank of keys hanging off it, pushed pedals, pulled one of the two gearshifts: the truck moved—“but you and me are gonna have a little fun. Yeah, she must’ve been a dyke. ’Cause it was a fuckin’ dyke who hired me. Bundle up over here next to old Hogg. I want to be able to smell you when you start to stink. They call me Hogg ’cause a hog lives dirty. I don’t wash none. And when I get hungry, I eat my own snot. I been wearin’ these clothes since winter. I don’t even take my dick out my pants to piss most times, unless it’s in some cunt’s face. Or all over a cocksucker like you. What I usually do is park the truck in the sun with the light comin’ in the window and piss my pants up something terrible.” The truck turned another corner; he dropped one hand from the carpeted wheel between his legs, hefted his meat around some—but I couldn’t tell if he was doing it or thinking about it. His pants were too wet already. “Yeah, boy; all that nice, hot stuff, running down my leg, and squirmin’ my ass around in it.” He glanced at me. “When I was about your age, I used to do it in school—sit in the back row and pee all over myself. Finally, they kicked me out.” He chuckled, looking back at the rolling road. “I got worms, boy—had ’em ever since I was a kid. But I won’t get rid of ’em ’cause I like the way they make my asshole itch.” His hand came up to pat his belly. “I gotta drink a lot of beer and eat a lot of pizza pies and French-fried potatoes to keep a gut like this and all them little fuckers fed. I got a hairy ass and it sure cakes up crusty. But I just don’t believe in wipin’ when I got a freaky little son of a bitch like you to eat it out for me. Now how you like that?” He laughed; and changed gears. “After I got tired haulin’ fruit backwards and forwards cross country, you know what the next job I had me was? A garbage man! Got my own truck so I could specialize in shovelin’ shit!”
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